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'INTERVALS!  INTERVALS!'
BUT should this music seem a moment thin
And lost awhile the theme, still do not fret.
It's not that love grows careless, to forget.
But, as the maker may not always spin
His thread one even thickness, there's no sin,
No deep-laid fault, if other life beget
One feeble hour of flagging from the set
Of music's tide still flowing firm within.
Even as fury of devouring flame
. Rises, to fall should fall the wind that fans it,
Yet at the core burns longer, if it smoulder;
So in this gulf of echo; music's claim,
Though clear may pulse each note of love that spans it
Tears heart the less for custom growing older.